LOTH AIR.                                 2Si

would have been an idea of such a step, if there had been a
little more discretion at Florence, less of those manifestoes
and speeches from balconies. But wo must not criticise
one who is above criticism. Without him we could do
nothing, and when he stamps his foot men rise from the
earth. 1 will go the rounds; comn with mo, Captain
Muriel. Colonel, 1 order you to your tent: yon are i\
veteran; the only one among us, at least on tho stall, who
was wounded at Aspronioiite.'

CHAPTER LII.

THE life of Lothair had been so strange and exciting since
he quitted Muriel Towers that he had found little time foi
that reflection in which he was once so prone to indulge.
Perhaps he shrank from it. If he wanted an easy distrac-
tion from self-criticism (it may be a convenient refuge from
the scruples, or even the pangs, of conscience), it was pro-
fusely supplied by the startling affairs of which he formed
a part, the singular characters with whom he ^vas placed
in contact, the risk and responsibility which seemed sud-
denly to have encompassed him with their ever-stimulating
influence, and lastly, by the novelty of foreign travel,
wliich even under ordinary circumstances has a tendency
to rouse and stir up even ordinary men.

So long as Theodora was his companion in their councils
and ho was listening to her deep plans and daring sugges-
tions, enforced by that calni enthusiasm which was not the
least powerful of her commanding spells, it is not perhaps
surprising that he should have yielded without an effort to
her bewitching ascendency. But when they had separated,
and she had embarked on that perilous enterprise of per*
sonally conferring with the chiefs of those secret societies
of France which had been fancifully baptised by her